Tiny spec on mind turned into a whole ryhme 
Of this writing to type out reasons why 
We pop out happy and end in life sadly 
Reality sodimizes our  childhood fantasy 
When we make plans at recess or play time 
On how our life will play out on toy figurines 
It seems so exiting to never show the truth at all 
But only feed in the minds of the youth 
An inaccurate road they will choose 
For many of them don't realize that the homeless man sitting outside 
Is statistically one of you
If its accurate enough it can be a step away from certainty
I patrol around 
The perimeter 
I knock out mid sentence typing 
Then wake up and keep on writing  
I keep writing because theirs not a soul to trust to  
And its easy to hide in plain sight
just this poem alone is proof that I am right
